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CURRENT LITERATURE.

e
George Bidwell's Book.

George Bidwell, anoted “sicket-of-leave” maa,
fs now in Indianapolis for the parpose of iatro-
ducing bis book entitled “Forging His Chains.”
#it is in the nature of an autobiography and gives
@ detailed account of his first departure from
ghe path of honesty, how he became a eriminal,
and his sudbsequent career in America and his
connection with the so-called £1,000,000 Bank
of Eogland forgery. This erime brought Bid-
“well sod his brother into the clutches of the

English law and both were sentensed to penal
pervitude for life. After fifteen years impris-
enment Bidwell was released on acoount of fail-
Jog bealth and good conduct. He 1 now fifty-
Bve years old, lives quistly with his family at
. East Hartford, Conn., and has thoroughly re-

formed. His book ia 1n the pature of a con-
fession and & narrative of his personal experi-
snce, showing how easy it is for a man to be-
pome a eriminal if he does ooe dishonest act and

$ow hard it is to eseape from the path of crime
when opce eutered upon. He shows that the
itiation into wrong doing is attended by a
eurious twist on the part of conscience, which
i:lﬁﬁu the malefactor: and so, as he gets away
rther and further from the line of right con-
@cisnce continues to accommedate itself to cir-
eumstances. In Bidwell's case, the first wrong
step was the withholding of money from the
#ollections made by him as traveling salesman.
Ei: gradual deeline, his share in induecing bis
ther to go wrong, his repeated wis hes to lead

& right life again, and the apparently inexorable
fate that pressed him down—all these are por-
trayed in his book with a vivid and seif-trained
pen. Bidwell is a manof more than ordinary
ability, considerable culture and quite varied
wmtitaiuments. His book is written ino a clear and
pleasing style, quits free from bravado or ecant,
and is apparautly the truthful narrative of a
man who, alter a long eareer of crime, has de-
seormined to lead an Lonest life and do what he
“can to induce others to do so. His book is sold
only by subscription, and is published here b(
m'plo E{inorical Fublishing Company, Blackford’s
oc
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Ouher Publications.

“A Strange Confliet,” a novel by John Batch-
elor, author of ‘*A Strange People,” ete., is pub-
dished by J. S. Ogilvie, New York Paper, 50
eents.

“The Face of Rou:fel.".noul by Charles

Eoﬂrd Montague, is published in the Man-

attan series of A. L. Bart, New York. Price,
825 cents.

Appleton & Ce., Na; York, publish “The
Elect Lady,” a novel by George MaeDonald, in
?olr “Town and Country Library” series,

aper, 50 cents.

“The Fatal Three,” a novel by M. E. Brad-
fon, aathor of “Aurora Floyd” and other works,

jssusd by Harper & Broa. in their “Franklin
uare Library.” Paper, 30 cents

“Almoat” is the rather puzzling title of a
bright and readabls novel by Johm S. Shriver,

!of the editorial staff of the Baltimore Ameri-
lean. Baltimere: Lombard, Druid & Co. Paper
‘@overs, 25 centa
No. 12in Appleton’s “Town and Country Li-
brary” series is *“The Mystery of the Ocean
Star,” a collection of maritime sketches by W,
Clark Russell, author of ““The Wreck of the
Grosvenor,” ste, Paper, 50 cents. Now York:
D. Appleton & Ca,

No. 625, in Harper & Brother's Franklin-
‘#quare Library series, is a novel by Mrs E.
Lycn Linton, entitled, “Through she Loog
Nighta” No. 627, in the same series, is “The
iRebel Rose,” & novel published avonymous!y.
*but the fact that it finds a place in this series 18
'@ pretty good guaranty of excellence. The first
(of these is 25 cents and the second 40 cents,
"both paper covers.

“The Animal Life of Our Seashore,” by Prot.
. Angeio Heilprin, is a small hand-book on the
, fauna and animal lifs of the Atiantic seacoast.

dt embraces descriptions of many eurious forms
of acimal and semianimal life, with illustra-
tions of quite a number. The text shows seien-

gific knowledge, yvet the stvie is smitad to general
veaders. Philadeiphia: J. B. Lippincott Com-

paoy. Paper, 50 cents.

Tarilf and Wages,” by Georze W. Elliott,
discusses the tari question in its relation to
wages. Tae aathor threats his theme in

dialogue manner with his son Paul, snd makes

& book so simpla that the perplexing problems

of the tarill can be readily understood Ly the

wage-worker. He holds that there is no such

thing as a fixed-wages fucd apart from protec-

tion, which is the source of all wages, and that
rotection therefore does proteet. Baffalo, N.
[.: Moulton, Wenborae & Co.

;

Vol. 10 of Alden's Cyclopedia of Universal
Literature embraces the cames of ninety-five au-
_thors of different nationalities, from Guiceiar-
tdini to Herbert. Each suthor 1s presented in a

concise and brizhtiy written biographical sketeh,
following whieh 15 a speciwmen of his or her writ-
ing, translated into English, if a foreign author.
The work is, emphatically, one for every home
library; it ia handsomely got up, and, being sold
at 50 conts a velume, it is essily within the reach
of every lover of gzood literature. Address the

| pablisher for bis fres catalogue. John B. Alden,
393 Pearl stroet, New York, or 218 Clark strees,
Chicago.

“The Turif as it Affocts the Workshop,” by
an old mechanic, diseusses the leading question
of the day from a new stand-point. The author,
whose name is net given, says he has seen the
operation of all our tariffs since 1820, and knows
from experience the effects of the various
chaoges which have been made. He bears per-
pooal testimony that every ehaoee in the diree-
tion of free trads has been followed by disaater,
and every ons in the direetion of protection
by prosperity. The author discusses the opera-
tion of {ree trade and protection reepectively on
lavor and wages in & very interesting and oprae-
tical way. Puablished by S. Chase, 182 William
street, New York.

A decid-_ly claver and rather remarkable
Book in its way is “The Presidential Campaien
of 1596," & serap-book chronicie sgmpiled by an

editor of that period, by the anthor of ““The
Battle of Bietigheim.” It aims to foreshadow

and describe from the suthor’s imagination the
presidential campairn of 1896, It assumes an
irrepressible conflict batweer forees of modero
eivilization and the ecommupistie, anarehical
and socialistic elements of modern evolutions
acd revolutions, and in the campaign of 1806 the
combined forees of socialism, anarchy and athe-
ism meet their Waterloo at the hands of an
aroused, living, active American patriotism.
The narrative of supposititious events with im-
agivary platferms, spoeches, eoditorials, ete.,
make an interesting and graphic picture of
what might be, but what, 1t is 0o be hoped,
pever will be. New York: Fuank & Wagnalls.
Faper, 50 cents.

A valuable apa useful book for those interest-
ed io such matters is the '"Manual for Building
and Loan Assooiations.” embracing the origin

and bistory of en-operative societies; objeects
and bevuefits of building associations; plans and
methods of organizing and conducting them:
leg'slation; eonstitution and by-lawe; forms an

description ¢f books, blanks and pspers; inter-
est and dividend tables; and a comprehensive
variaty of practical and uvseful information and
suggestions, by Henry S, Rosenthal. The au-
thor bas complled from all the various sources
of information, and froth a scmewhat extended
persopal experience acd observation in the act-
ual workiogs of associstions, a maoual of popn-
lar information in reference to the subject at
ouee simple, practical and comprebeunsive
Cioth, #1.50. Sent by mail on receipt of price.
Cipcinnati: Robert Clarke & Co.

A valuable contribution to political history is
““The Republican Party: its History. Prineciples
and Policies,” edited by Hon. John D. Long,

member of Congress and ex (Governor of Massa-
thusetta. The objest of the work is to present
‘n comprehensive form u general history of the
Tarmaticn and achisvernents of the Republiesa
party, and to enlighten voters in regard to its
present prioeiples and policy. 'I'be name of the
editor is a guaranty of the character of the
work. The plan embraces contributions from
various well-known anthorities on special topies,
Thus the contents embrace a general sketch of
political parties from 1780 to lﬁ-‘iﬁ, by the aditor;
gise and progress of the Republicas party, by
Hon. Edward McPherson: a chapter on
“Poblie Lands,” by Hoa. L. E. Payson, M. C,
from Illinois; “"Pensions,” by Hon. Edmund N,
Morzill, M. C. from Kansas; “Ounr Fisheries "
by Senator William I. Frye, of Maine; “The
American Navy,” by Senator William E. Chand-
ler, of New mpahire; ‘‘Coast Defenses,” by
Sevator Joseph R. Hawley, of Connecticut; “The
American Merchaot Marine,” by Hoa.
Dingley, ir., M. C, from Maine; ‘'Our

Nelson
Forsiga |

Trade,” by Hon. J. C. Burrows, M. C. from
Michigan; “Internal Revenue,” by Hon. Green

B. Ranm, ex-Commissioner of Internal Revenue;
“A Protective Tariff,” by Hon. William McKin-
ley, jr., M. C. from Ohio; “‘[nternal Develop-
ment,” hy Hon. Benjamin Butterworth, M. C.
from Obio, and ¥. D. Mussey; ‘“The Civil Serv-
ice,” by Hon. Henry Cabot Lodge, M. C. from
Massachusetts: “The New South,” by Hon. John
8. Wise, of Virginia; ‘“A Fair Vote and an Hon-
est Count,” by Senator Joha J. Ingalls, of Kan-

sas.
Following this 1s a of the Chiea-
go convention and a asketch of the Re-
ublican nominees for President aond
ice-president. The entire work is a
trustwortby Republican text-book, embody-
ing in concise, logieal and readable form the
past record, present position and future aims of
the party. The book bas permanent value, as
well as special interest for campaign use. It is
to be sold by subseription only, sacd agents are
desired. Published by the l{ W. Hazen Com-
pany, 64 West Twenty-third street, New York.
———
Written for the Sunday Jonrnal,
Morning-Glories.
She took no gold or precious store
Into that far-off land,
Only some morning-glory seeds
I shut within her hand.

T thonght the spirit of the flower
Somehow with hers might rise,
And quicken into life and bloom
The soil of Paradise.

It seemed so far for ber to go

Alone, to that strange place,

Wheare everything was great and grand,
With no familiar face.

But if she had these blossoms there
She'd feel at home, I knew,

For round our door they always hung
Their bells of pink and blue.

She loved them so—they were the first
We planted, when she came,

A girlish bride, to share my home,

My hearth, my heart, my name.

And always when I ecame. she stood

To meet me, in the door,

Where morning-glories twined, and threw
Light shadows on the floor.

““The angels through these trumpets bright
Some messages may speak "

She used to say, and held them up

To brow, and lips, and cheel.

I smiled at her quaint faney ther.

But now, when comes a stir

Among the leaves, my heart grows still
To bear some word from her.

For yonder, where the east is bright
With morning-glories fair,
I know she waits for me tha same

Upon the threshold there.

=Alblon Mary Fellows.
e
Written for the Sunday Journal.
Only a Dog.
Only a dog, and there he lies,
The shrunken lids over sightiess eyes;
The kindest word in the gentlest toue,
No movement brings to these liznbs of stone;
No soft caress from the best-loved hand
Will the death-lceked senses understand.
And for touch and word give swift replies;
Wkat a world of love in this dumb thing dies’

Only a dog! Al, friend, what then!

Did he lack the soul that's given to men?

Of a better soul he died possessed,

The soul of truth was within his breast,

And the loyal heart that vigil kept,

While friends with souls have soundly slept.

But leave him there in his lowly bed,

And bar the door since the dog is dead.

—Margaret Holmes.

—ei——

Grass and Roses,

I looked where the roses were blowing;
They stood among grasses and reeds;

I said, "*Where such beauties are Fowmg.
Why suffer these paliry weeda!

Weeping, the poor things faltered,
**We have neither beauty nor bloom;
We are grass in the roses’ garden,
Bat our Master gives us this room,

>—

*“The slaves generous Master,
Borne from orld above,

We came to this place in His wisdom,
We stay to this hour from His love.

“We have fad His humblest creatures,
Woe bave served Him truly and losg,
He gave no grace to our features,
We have neither color nor song,

“Yet He who has made the roses
FPlaced us on the selfsame sod;
He .knows our reascus for being:
Weo are grass in the parden of God.”
—James F, Clarke,

The Way of It

This is the way of it, wide world over;
One is beloved, and one is the lover;

Une gives, and the other receives,
One lavishes all in a wild emotion,
Ote offers s smile for a life's devotion:

One hopes and the vther believes;
One lies awake in the night to weep,
And thke cther drifts into & sweet sound sleep.

One soul is aflame with a god-like passion,
One playe with Jove in an idler's fashion,
Oue spesks, and the other hears.
Oua sobs, 'l love you,” and wet eyes show it,
And one laughs lightly, and says, *'l know it,”
With smiles for the other’s tears.
One lives for another and nothing beside,
And the other remembers the world is wide.

This is the wav of it, sad earth over:
"The heart that breaks is the heart of the lover
Aud the other learrs to forget.
For what is the use of endlers sorrow!
Thougn the sun goes down, it will rise to-morrow,
Axd life is not over yat.
Ob! | know this truth, if | know no other,
That Passionate Love is Pain's own mother,
-Eita Wheeler Wilenx
—— e el - ———
September Hilla,
Wihispering winds kiss the bilis of September,
Thistledown phanroms drift over the lawn;
Red glows the ivy, like ghost lighted ember,
Shrouded in mist breaks the slow-coming dawn:
Sanlight vistas the woodlaud discloses,
Sleeping in shadow the still Iake reposes,
(Gone is the summer, its sweets and its roses—
Harvest is passed and the summer is gone.

Plaintively sighing, the browa leaves are falling,

Sadly the wood-dove mourns all the day long;
In the dim s arlight, the katydids calling,

Hush into slumber the brook gnd its sonz,
Gone are the sowers and ended thelr weeping.
(ione are the gleaners and finished their reaping,
Blossom and bee with the songz-bird are slespinug—
Harvest is ended and summer is goue,

—Raobert J. Burdette
_———————— —

Somewhere.

How can [ oease to pray for thee! Somewlere
In God's great universe thou art to-day.

Can He not reach thee with His tender caral

Can He not hear me. when tor thee I pray?
What matters it to Him who holds within

The hellow of His haud all worlds, all spage,
That thou art done with esrthly {»ain and sin!
Somewhere within His ken thou hast a place,
Somewhere thou livest and hast need of Him,
Somewhere thy sou! sees higher heights to elimb,
And somewhere still there may be vallevs dim
Thst thou must pass to reach the hills sublime;
Thesn al the more, becanse thou canst not Lear
Poor, human words of blessings will I prav,

Oh, true, brave beart! God bless thee! whereso'er
In His great universe thou art to-day.

—London Spectator,
—— -—

Harrlet Beecher Stowe,

If every tongue that speaks her praise,

¥or whom 1 shape my tinkling phrase,
Were summcened to the table,

The voeal ghorus that would meet,

Of mingled aceents, harsh or swest,

From every laud or tribe, would boat
The polyglots of Babel.

Briton and Frenchman, Swede and Dane,
Turk, Spaniard, Tartar of Ukraize,
Hidalgo, Cossack, Cadi,
High Dutchman and low Dutelhman, too,
The Russian serf, the Polish Jew,
Arab, Armenian and Mantehoo,
Would shout, “We know the lady."”
—Oliver Wendell Holmes.
——-
Unchauging.
A zephyr moves the maple trees,
And straightway o'er the grass
The shadows of their branches shift -
Shift love, but do not pass.

So though, with time, a change may come
Within my steadfast heart,
The shadow of thy form may stir,
But eanuot, love, depart.
—Anna Katharine Green.
.—-—._-__*.———-——-
Girls Not Often Seen,
New York San.

Some extraordinary looking girls are to be
seen io the suburbs of New York. The moss
rigidly correct and proper young women in the
town are frequently the leaders among theicono-
clasts in the country. People on the train which
arrives from Yonkers about 4 o'clock every day
usually see ratber an impressive array of yonog
women waiting in pony teaps of various Kkinds
for fathers, unecles, and brothers to come from
town. Red, whits, bloe, green. and yellow
blazers, with all the variegated stripes of the
raiiibow anod crowned by every species of head-
gear. from a man'@wgarby to a bright Tam
O'Shanter, are scatiered nonchalantly alout.
Perhapa the most notable of them all is a young
woman who drives a pair of sorrel ponies to a
small cart. She wears a boy's hat on the back
of her head snd hor hair is elipped close and
parted on one side. Her dress is plain and she
wears a jacket of the same color, while her
gloves bave gauntlets such as cavalrymen wear.
She sits forward on her seat, with her fest well
braced, and she manages ber ponies very well,
but she doesn't look very mueh like au old-Zash-

ioned gzk )

READING FOR THE SABBATH.

- ——
The Way Over.

Wide was the river; tne tide ran fast,
And dim h{ the other shore;
But the shepherd took a lamb in his breast,
And so passed on before. . ;
The sheep stood trembling; be called in vain,
Till the lamb in his bosom eried. :
Then the white owes answered, and followed fain,
And came to the other side,

My Shepherd hath taken my lamb away—
Ent I know it is not forever. \
“Come, follow' come, follow!" 1 hear him say;
“It is beautiful over the river.”
Avye, beautiful where my lamb has gone,
Thou Shepherd tender and wise.
This is Thy loving way; lead oa
To the pastures of the skies.
—~Jamee Buckham.

1888,

——
Sunday Schocl Lesson for Sept. 30,

THIRD QUARTERLY REVIEW.
Studies in the Old Testament,

1. God's Covenant with Israel—Exod. xxiv.

1-12. Golden Text: I will be ll:.o tﬁug am(it;%.
nd they shall be to me a o.—Heb. viii. 10,

. 2. Tl.lz (iolden Ca.lf—Exc?:.ozxxiL 15-26. Gold-
en Text: Little children, keep yourselves from
idols. —i Jobn v. 2L _

3. God's Presence Promised—Exod. xxxhi
12-23. Golden Text: Lo, I am with you alway,
even unto the end of the world, —Mate, xxviii. 20

4. Free Gifta for the Tabsrnacle—Exod. xxxv.
20-29. Golden Text: God loveth a cheerful
giver.—2 Cor. vii, 9.

5. The Tabernacle—FExod. x1, 1-16. Golden
Text: Behcld the tabernacle of God is with
men, and He will dwell with them. —HRev. xxi, 3

6. The Burnt Offering—Lev. i, 1-9. Golden
Text: The Lord hath laid on him the iniquity
of us all. —Isa. liiy, 0.

6. The Day of Atonement—Lev. xvi, 1-16.
Golden Text: WitHout sheddiog of bleood isno
remission. —Heb. ix, 22

8. The Feast of Tabernacles—Lev. xxiii,
33-44. (Golden Text: The voiee of rejoicing and
salvation is in the taberunacle of the righteous.
—Psa. exviii, 15.

9. The Pillar of Cloud nnd Fire—Nom. ix,
15-23. Golden Text: O send onut thy light and
thy trutn; let them lead me.—Psa. xhii, 3.

10, The Spies Sent into Canaan—Num. xiii,
17-33  Golden Text: Letus go up at once and

sess it; for we are well able to overcome is,
— Num. xiil, 30.

11, The Unbdelief of the People—Num. xiv,
1-10. Golden Text: So we see that they could
not enter in because of unbelief —Heb. i1, 19

12 The Smitten Rock—Nom. xx. 1-13
Goiden Text: They drank of that spiritnal Roeck
that followed them, and that Rock was Christ.
I Cor. x, 4.

13. Death aod Burial of Moses—Deut. xxxiv,
1-12. Golden Text: The path of the justis as
the shining light, that shineth more aund more
unto the perfect day.—Prov. iv, 158.

TEMPERANCE LESSOXN.

A Drunken Son—Dent. xxi, 1821, Golden
Text: Be not among wine-bibbers; among riot
ons eaters of flesh; for the drunkard aod glutton
shall eome to poverty. —Prov. xxuii, 20-21.

iRt
Religious Notes,

There are many edboes in the world, and but
few voices.—Garthe.

Longfellow says: ‘*To me a sermon ia no ser-
mon in whieh I eannot hear the heart beat.”

None ean love freedom heartily but good
men; the rest love not freedom, but license.
~John Milton, -

If you do mot wish for His kingdom, don’t
pray forit. DButif you do, you must do more
tban pra)y; you must work for it. —Ruekin.

A hundred missions and institutions in Eng-
land have benefited by the will of the late Mr.
(George Sturges, mnearly £35,000 haviog been
left to well-known socisties.

One hundred years ago the [Preebyterian
Chureh corsisted of 178 ministers and 15,000
communiecants. The last minutes show that
there are now 5,654 winisters, 6,436 churches
and 096,757 communieants.

It may be hard to believe in etermal punish-
meut. The Bible believes in it and teaches it
The Methodiat faith believes in it and we snb-
goribe to it. Those who do not believe in it
should leave Meothodism. —Bishop Merrill

Justice Alien, of the Maseachusetta Supreme
Court, has filed bis decision on the preliminary
questions in the Andover Theological Seminary
case, It is said to bein favor of Dr. Smyth,
The suit was for the purpose of deterrining
what should be filed as the record of thc pro-

coedings before the Board of Visitors,

It was the l.ord Jesus, says Paul, that eaid,
“‘It is more blessed to give than to receive ' Une
does not need to be told that it was not an earth
born maxim: like Christ bhimeelf it came from
heaven. Selfishness stares at it uvbelievingly,
and ciinge to 118 treasures. Only those whoss
hegrts have been renewed and brought into as
cord with heavenly truths know what it means
by baving provsd i1ts truthfulness

Claus Hames, one of the most useful preach-
ers 1o Giermany, ouce met o friend to whom he
told how mapy timea daily he was obliged to
speak. His friend prosently asked: “DBut, friend
Hameas, if thon bast 80 much to say, when art
thou otill] And when does the Spirit of God
speak to thee!” That simple question g0 1m-
pressed Hames that he resolved from that time
to devoete a portiou of each day o retirement
and silent study.

A Methodist choreh at Delavan. Wie., oh-
served a recent Nanday as “Old Folks' Day.”
The ‘‘old folks” decorated the meeting-house
and pang in the choir. An aged clereyman con
duected the service. A similar practica hus long
been observed with the old peonle eonnscted
with the Congregstional Chareh in Stoneham,
near Boston. And why shounid not the “‘ol4
folks,” asks the Congregationalist, hava a dav as
well as the children! “The hoary head is a
erown of glorv, if it be found in the way of
righteounsness.”

He is the freemaan whom the truth makes free,
And ail are slaves beside,
- Cowper.

One beaven bends above;
The lowliest head ofttimes hath aweetst rest;
O'er song bird in the pine. and bee in the ivy low,
Is the same love, it is all Cod's summer;
Well pleased is Ho if we patient!y do our heat,
8o bum little bee, and low green grasses grow,
Y ou help to make summer.

~Marietta Hol ey,

Siaece ev'ry man who lives is born to die,

Arnd noue can boast siveere felicity,

With equal mind what hajppens ‘et us bear,

Nor joy nor grief too much for things beyond ous
care:

Like pilgrims (i the appointed place wa tend-

The world's an inn, and death the jourpev’'s end.

—TDrydoen
—_— i —

What Then?
Peyson,

I am a Christian. What then! Why, I ama
radeemed sinner, a vardoned rebe), all throneh
grace, and by the most wonderful means which
infinite wisdom could devise,

I am a Christian. What then! Why, am a
temple of GGod, and surely I ought to be pure and
holy.

I am a Christian. What then?! Why, [ama
ebild of God; and I onght to be filled with filial
love, reverence, joy and gratitude.

I am & Christian. What then! Why, Iam s
disciple of Christ, and must imitate him who
was meek and lowly in heart, and pleased not
himself.

I am a Christian. What then! Why. I am an

*heir of heaven, and basten on to the abodes of
the blesrad to join the full choir of the glorified
ones in singing the song of Moses and the Lamb:
and surely I ought to learn that song on earth.

FITNETES
TITLE AS A PASSPURT,
P —
A Colored Count Reeeived in Society Where
Negroes Are Tubooed,
New York Special.

A great deul of attention is being bestowed
on the black yourg man with thoroughly African
features who wears the fashionable ciothes of a
dandy while lounging in oue of the great hotels,
He is not a easual intruder upon the premises,
but s guest, who may not be entirely welcoms,
but who 18 politely received. Itis not so loog
ago that a negro Bishop of the African Method-
ist Cburch was denied quarters in this eame bo-
tel. But a foreign title seems to be a vasspors
to its hospitality, and so the Count de Delva is
a novelty in human jet. He is a Haytian by
birth and he got his aristosraey from his graud-
father, who waa formally ennobled by Sou-
louﬁne during that defunct despot’s brief reign
in Hayti. Buthe 138 a Parisian by residence
there since childbhood and is & thoroughly edu-
cated and polished gentleman.

*I had no idea that 1 was taking any risk of
rebuff when I registered at this hotel,” said the
Count de Delva, *‘or I sahouldn't have been so
complacent about 1t. The fact is that 1 was
totally unaware of the American prejudice
against black men. There is nothing of the sort
in the Old World. I don't mean to say that in-
termarriage is very common between biacks and
whites over there, bat I do assert, what ali trav-
elers will tell you, that there is no special dis-
erimination on account of golor. 1 have been
in every country in Europe, and bhave visited
among rich and enitared people of all unations,
but it was not uutil [ got to the United States
that I found negroes under taboo.”

What be said is true. Americans who go
abroad are surprised at first to see negroes sit-
ting among white peopie in the theaters, in ho-
tel dining-rooms, and everywhere else. Of

course the blacks are scarcer  there than hers,
and have not been lowered below the white
standard by slavery. During the world's fair
in Liondon, last summer, an American bar was

on® of the features. It waa the euterprise of & |,

- without architectural

L
New Yorker, who sent over five skillful bar-
tenders, and along with them two youngz ne-
groes as helpers. The party was somewhat
given to hunting the London elephant, and on
one of their rounds of nizht resorts they took
the negroes. They were astonished to find that
the blacks, despiced at bome were subjected to
no invidious treatment abroad, After that they
took the darkies oat frequently, just for the
fun of seeing their domuul enjoyment of
equality; and when the time came for retarning
to New York the young blacks announced that
they were going to settle down in Eogland. A
land in whieh black was white, to all soeial in-
anh and purposes, was quite good emough for
em.

—agPe—
A CARDINAL AT HOME.

—————ag— - - =
Dally Life and Personality of the Head of

the Catholie Church in America.
Baltimore Letter in New York Ban.

Cardinal Gibbons is one of the simplest of men
in private life, casting off with his gorgeous
robes of office the somewhat stately air of
pompous hauteur used in performing the publie
functions of the ehurch. ‘I'be Cardinal lives at
410 North Charles street. The houss is well
within the confines of the fashionable quarter
of the town, and fronts on Baltimore's Fifth
avenne. The swell hotel of the town, the gor-
geous town houee of Robert Garrett, and the Ma-
ryland and University Clubs are located within
a half-dozen squares of the place, The house
1tsalf is a plain but massive three-story struet-
ure, buiit of big blocks of pearl gray marble,
and with the exception of a modern bow win-
wow, which projects from the second-story
front, directly over the sireet door, is wholly
adornment. The bhouse
stands a little back from the street, and iz ap-
proached by a broad flicht of steep stone steps.
At eisher side of the building there is a broad
patch of emerald turf, which is carefully ex-
cluded from publiec gaze by a bigh brick wall
that completely surrounds the Cardinal’s resi-
dence. Directly in the rear of the house towers
the massive walls of the famous Cathedral,
which fronts ca a badly paved side street.

Cardinal (iibbons is eusily approached. His
reception room is about twenty feet square,
with high ceilings nnd side walls painted in dark
tints. The floor is inrocent of either carpet or
rug, and aside from a half-size painting of the
“Yirgin Mary,” the walls are barren. There is
& time-worn eross of marble on the plain shelf
above the fireplace, and another one on the oak
centar-table. ‘I'be Cardinal greets a visitor with
a cordial smile and a hearty grasp of the hand
At first blush he appears to be a rather ordinary
little man. The pailor of health on the smooth-
ly-shaven face contrasts well with the sombre
binck huos of his raiment, Iis figure is slight
and apparectly delicate. ile is rather under the
average height, and save for the head of iron-
gray hair wonld impress one as decidedly
youthful io appearance. Hisclothing 18 black, of
clerical eut. The only insigna of rank is the
deep red silk cravat that encircles his slender
neck. Thereis really nothing extraordipary in
his appearance, save for a marvelious resem-
blance to anctiher of Maryland's noted sons,
Arthur Gorman. As the Cardinal erxfgages in
conversation the muannerism and tricks of voice
aod action make him and the Senator counter-
parts of each other. Gorman has a way of
looking etraight from the unfathomable depths
of steel-gray eyves, and so has the Cardinal
Both have the knack of being genial to the out-
sider, who, ufter a half hour's talk with either
of them, comes away well pleased with their
courtesx, but absolutely unable to remember a
single valuable point in the conversation. Like
the Senator, the Cardinal never refuses to bo
iuterviewed, but, as yet, no newspaper man has
tied him down to a bold and "positive statement
on any important topie.

The Cardinal devotes the greater part of his
time to the duties of his calling. The half dozen
priests who live in the eame house with him
gravely afirm that he is as ascetic as the late
Cardioa! Guibert, of Paris, In the seclusion of
bis bedroom he daily ocbserves all the penances
of asceticism. This room is poorly furnished.
The floor 18 of oaken plank covered with a
tbreadbare rug in the center. A common wash-
stand, an aged bureau and a coupie of straight-
back cane-hottomed chairs complete the furni-
tare. At 5 o'clock every mornicg he is awake;
at 6 o'clock he celebrates mass, some-
times ot the central altar of he
cathedral, but more often at his private altar
in one of the upper rooms of the archiepiscopal
residence., Walking is his favorite and almost
Lis only recreation. He is an indefatigable pe
destrian. When bhe is not sitting in the recep-
tion room he 18 wa'kiog up and down the nar-
row briek pavement in the rear of the house and
voder the friendly shadow of tHe catbedral wall.
It is here that his daily office is performed.
When conversing with visitors the Cardinal's
favorite position is leaning back in the ecom-
{ortable embrace of an easy ohair, with feet
crossed and arms folded.

The Cardinal is s familiar figure on Baltimora
strests. lie is food of taking long walks through
the suburbs of the town with one of his priests.
As a rule, bowever. he is generally accompanied
by a younger member of bis bousehold. The
priests are not over fond of a ten-mila tramp,
even with a prelate for » companion. The Car-
dinal is always dressed on the street in a black
Prinee Albert coat, a pair of bagey trousers,
a hat which may bave known better days, and
bis small, well-sbaped feot are encased in the
broad-toed, low-tipped shoes worn by profes-
sional pedestrians.

As a psual thing the Cerdinal spends the
hented morths of summer at St. Charles Col-
lege, sixtesn miles from Baltimore, where ha re-
cvived his ear!y education. This summer, how-
ever, the Cardinal bas devoted to tours of in-
greation. and has visitad HBoston and the South.
Heis now in the far Wese

e it

SPANKING A PRINCE.

The I'rince of Wales Across Ilis Mother's
Knonee--Of Course, They Langhed.
From an Amberdeen (Scotland) Paper, 1344,

Her Majesty, accompanied by the Prince Con-
sort and the roval cehildren. visited Scotland for
1the {iret time, and tarried a long time on her
way at Balmoral. On the trip the yacht, in
wihich the party traveled by water, called as
Aberdeen, nod, of eonrse, the loval inhabitants
of that eity turned out iu Inrze numbers to do
honor to their beloved sovereign. A
guard of Thoner, consisting of the mer-
chants of the place, was formed, and,
in all the eglory of biack broadeloth and
white kids, paraded ov the edce of the dock to
which the vessel moorad, at just sufficient dis-
tanes to prevent peonis from stepping on board.
~oats were erected on the bank, tier above tier,
iike thoss of a cireus, to accommeodate the thon-
sands that had assembled to gaze on the spee-
tacle of an anointed Queeon.

Her Majesty good naturedly remained on
deek to gratify as mueb us possible the euriosity
of the bonny Seots, and promenaded about in
fall view of the immense crowd. The Prince of
Wales, a child of about five or six years, was
with her. Among other things placed on the
deck for the accommodation of the Queen
was a costly and very splendid eofa,
ornamented with tassels; aud the Prinee,
like other boya of that age, being of
a destructive tarn, Depan to pull at omein a
manner that threastened to detaen it. His
mother observed the act and ordered him to de-
sist. He did so. but as soon as her back was
turned seized the tassel again Lo give another
Jerk. The Queen sppeared lo have expected
something of tue kind, for she was at that mo-
ment watchiug him from the corner of her eye.
In an instant she turned, and seizing the lock-
less heir-apparent of Englaud by the “scrufl of
the neck,” elevated one of her feeg upon the
sofa, hoisted the yvouncsater over her knee, ad-
justed bim 1 the position mutually familiar to
parents aud children gonerally, when such cere-
moujes ure to be performed, and gave him a
sound spanking., It may bo proper to mention,
en passani, for the information of youths who
sometimes find themselves similarly eircum-
atanced. that the ililustrions sufferer kicked and
beillowed under the afilictive dispemsation (uite
as Justily as boys of lowlisr birth are wontto
do. The ammazement with which the spestators
witnessed the example of royal domestic dis-
cipiine may be imagioed, but scarcely deseribed
in fitting terms. A dead silence prevailed for a
moment, but was suaddenly broken by a tre-
mendons roar of laughter, which could not be
suppressed by any thought of decorum, respect
for the Queen, or sympathy for the vietim of
ber displeasure. “The explosion recalled the
royal mother to a sense of her position, and,
having turned toward the crowd for a moment,
ber face suffused with crimsen, ehe hastily
deseended into the eabin, and was seen no more
by the expectant p&pulace.

e —— -
This Is Alarming.
Phlladeiphia Times.

Women, especially of the younger kind, who
want to be ‘‘instyle” and who bave po other
way of keeping posted than an oceasional peep
at s fashion magazine, bad better look out or
they will “get left.” The present autumn and
coming winter will see one of the most radical
ull round ehangea and departures in ‘Foman's
dress that hias taken place since erinol ne wens
out, There will be chauges vot only ia mater-
ials and desiguns, but also in the cut and make of
dresses and in the style of hats and the shape of
bats that will be almost radical, =0 that it will
be hard work to make last winter's wardrobe
fill the bill. Dame Fashion has got in her work
well this time, and dress-makers and dry goods
merchants will have plenty to do, and dear papas
and fond “hubbys” may as well face the musiec.

——

Ore of the chanee discoveries which fate will
oceasionally throw in the path of & woman is

that of a bit of butter rubbed on the fingers gud

knife will relieve the task of raisin-seeding of
all its sucky discomfort.

HUMOR OF THE DAY.

The Rate of Increase,

Life,

“1 hear yon have av addition to your family,
Mr. Brown.” Mr. Brown (..dl,)_uunl“pm
tion, my dear madam—twins.”

—————
Not That Kind of a Husband.
Brooklyn Eagle.

“Won't your husband score un when he
comes home and sees what awful bills you've
been running n&?" asked Mre. Timid, ‘‘No, in-
deed,” replied Mrs. Highball, “‘my husband is
center field in the Indianapolis; he never seores. ”

— e e
Wavering.
Lowell Citizen.

Freeman—Don't you think this doctrine of in-

fant damoation a borrible one!
Sours (slowly)—Well, I don’t know. I used

to think that way, but since the Howler family
and their new baby moved next door tome I
am kind of wavering, kind of waverioz. _

e e
Saviag the Old Man Trouble.
New York Sun.

Mormon Suitor (who has just beep accepted)—
And now can I see your—your—— !
h‘Yo’ung lady (shyly)—My father, Mr. Brig-

m

Mormon Suitor—N-—no. Yomr sister, dar-
2:1:. and then I can see your father about you

th.

s
A Temporary Interruption.
Time,

Brown—Where's Robinson. Dumley? He was
to meet us here and we were to take in the ball
game together.

Dumley—He told me one of his wife's reia-
tions died yesterday, and thefuneral takes place
at 1 o'clock to-day. Ile said he would see us on
the grand stand.

—— ——l— - ——
Nature's Laws a Fraud.

New York Bun.

Miss Spinster (to bird fancier)—I would like
to get a canary bird, sir, that is a fine singer.

Bird Fanecier—Yes, madam; now there is as
fine a little fellow as I ever saw,

Migs Spinster—Fellow! Is it masculine, sir?

Bird Fancier—Oh, yes; the males only sing.

Misg Spinster (departing in indigoation)—I
think it is a perfect outrage!

Not for Pablication.
Life.

Rev. Charles Poundtext (who has been writ-
ing his sermon, looking up suddenly)—Maria,
will you take the children out of the room for a
few minutes!

Mrs. Poundtext (in surprise)—Certainly my
dear. But—are they annoying you!

Rev. Poundtext—Not at all; but I have just
dipped the mucillage brush in the ink well, and
I wounld like to be at liberty to make a few re-
marks.

Z An Ecstatic Moment.
ife,

“(isorge, dear.” she sald, shyly—they had
only been engaged a week—'‘can you recall the
bappiest moment of your lifel”

“‘Yes, indeed!” responded Gieorge earnestly.

“Was it—er—lately, George!” she almost
whispered.

“Yes, only last week—"

“Oh, George!”

“When I won fifty-eight dollars for five on a
place horse.”

c Fursued by Hard Luck.
ife,

Miess Clara-—It distresses me greatly to cause
you pain, Mr. Worchestershire, bat I love an-
other.

Mr. Worchestershire—Ah, me!

Miss Clara—I have always supposed that vou
were intererted in Etbel Simpson, Mr. Worches-
tershire; she is a noble girl.

Mr. Worchestershire—Ah, yes, Miss Clara;
but 1 had the same luck with her that I bave
just had with you.

i ——
It's Some Labor to Grow the Calf.
Burdette, in Brooklyn Eagle.

“Leather,” says Mr. Roger Q. Mills, “is not a
procduet of labor: it grows as the calf ws.”
Ho?! Tain't no work to raise acslf then! Tain't
no work, bay! Come out to the farm next sum
mer, Mr. Mills; eome out to the farm and teash
an orphan calf how to drink milk from a wooden
pail; if you are alive after the third lesson and
won't admit that the culture aud trainiogof a
plain red calf isn't attended with travail of pa-
tience and suffering of martyrdom yon can piek
out the best two year-old ecolt on the ranch—
bronchc bred—and ride it home.

Looking for Larger Profits.
Time.

Gentleman—I Lear you've had a windfall,
Uncle Ratus.

Uncle Rastus—Yes, sah: my ole wmaster died
de odder day an' lef” me {0" hundred doliaks.

Gertleman—I suppose vom will open a emall
gtore of some kind with the money!

ﬁ!._'ncla Rastus—No, sah, 1 specs I'll open a
oms.

Gentleman—Real estata offics?

Uncle Rastus—No, sab; a lawyer's offis. I
know several lawvers an' dey all 'pears to be
doin’ wer’ well, Dere’'s mo' money in loffis’s,
Mistal Smil, den dey 18 in sto’s,

_— ——— e -
“or Life.
Youth'a Compenion.

Little Bobby, whose mother lLelievea in ecaun-
tioning her children azaiost the eonsequences of
foolich acte, has often said to him:

“'if you get before the train or fall into the
water you may be killed, and when one Plgead
it 1s for a louz time.”

One day Bobby, while walking with his uanele;

! took pains to keep at s sale distance from the

shore of the river.

“If I shonld fall in I shonld be drowned.” he
exclaimed; “‘and when you're drowned, you're
dead, and when you're dead 1t's for life.”

e ————
Easily Kept Account Of,
Chicago Tribune.

The husband stood at the door, hat in hand,
and spoke with a tinge of impatience in his
tone,

‘1 am waitiog, Maria,” he eald, “for my cus-
tomary good-bye kiss,”

“‘I kissed you only s moment ago, John,” re-
plied the wifa

““Why. so yoo did, my love,” said John, put-
ting on his hat, *‘eo vyon did.”

“It I smoked as masty a pipe as you do,” said
Maria, ‘“you would bave no difficul*y in remem-
bering my kisses.”

PSSR
Knew How It Was Hlmsell
Harper's Bazar.

Miss R was telling Ler Sunduy-school
class of small boys abous the “Shut-in Sociery,”
an organization whose members are mostly
young persons confined with illness to their beds
or rooms.

“Whom can we think of,” said she, endeavor-
ing to awaken the interest of the class in these
unfortunates, ‘‘that would have bad great sym.-
patey for these that are so shut in!”

“]1 know,” said a bright littis bov, with bright-
eniog face; ‘‘some one in the DBible, isn'tit,
teacher!”

“Yes,” said Miss R——, ‘‘and who, Johpny”

“Jonah,” was the spirited answer.

— e ——
(lolleges Farming.
Time.

““How are vou geiting along with the experi-
mental farm!” asked a momber of the board of
regents of 8 Western agricuitural colicge of the
prasident of the institution.

“'First rate,” replied the president; ““wheat all
killed up and ealves taught to drink sour milk.
I'nii having trouble with some of the students,
however. They claim that is is too hard work
for them to dig the great holes necessary in
pianting the pumpkins.”

“Fire 'em out, protessor, fire ‘em out,” re-
turned the regent. ‘‘If they kick on that, what
will they do next fall when they bave to dig
thn‘_ pumpkins with maybe filteen or twenty ia a

L
hill! e e

Too Aluch Modesty.
Pittshurg Poat.

‘““John,” she gaid, as she toyed with one of Lis
cost buttons, *‘this is leap vear, isn't itl"

“Yes, Mamie.,” he snswered, as he looked
fondly down on her golden head, thay was
pillowed on his manliy bosom.

*“This is the year when the proposing is done
by the young ladies?”

““Yes.”

11 hope you don't expect me to propose to

oﬂ "

y “Why, Mamie dear, | never gave the matter
a thought—l—er—to—to tell the truth, I've only
kpown you for—that is to say—"

“I'm glad you didn't expect me to pro
I'm not that kind, I bove. No, Johun, dearest, I
couldn’t be so immodest. 1 am going to let vou
do the proposing yourseif in the old-fashioned
way. ‘I'be old-fashioned way is good enough for
me.”

And the gentle maiden gave her lover a beam-
ing smile, and yet the youth rejoiced that he
had found such a trsasure of modesty.

- The Reason Why,
ime.

“Young man,” said an intellectual old party,
with » high forehead and deep lives of thoughs
beneath his eyes, ‘‘you tell me that you area
writer for the alleged funny papers ‘“Yes,
sir,” replied the young man very humbly. “Now,
1 am a writer myself,” went on the wiseold gen-
tleman ponderously. ‘‘I write upon subjects
that instroet; that lift the mind upward and
carry it onward; I give the people food for
thought, and broaden and develop their lives.

‘ou simply amuse them; drag them down
and flatten them out. ﬁhwo vou fritter away

your talents thus wantonly and perniciousiyi” | \
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‘‘Becanse,” replied the humorist, very much de-

, *I can make about one hundred and

fiya weeok at it.” “A bundred and fifty a

week!” shouted the old man, and he pearly fell

off his echair. *'Great Scott, my dear young
frieud, lend me $10. .

No One to Lov
Brooklyn Eagle.

Hearing the telegraph editor say that another
wealthy American girl had married a prines,
Slug Nioe gloomily remarked that all the Prints
be knew were mighty lucky if they gota girl
who was rich enough to pay her own car fare on
the wedding journey; for himssif, he had been
spurned by the daughters of three boarding-
house when he desired to mary not
wealth, but onl{ credit. And with a profound
sigh he stepped lightly %o the hook, and lifted
therefrom the take which proved to be not the
Piek-up for which he had been soldiering nearly
two bours, but a piece of blind manusecrips,
written on both sides of glazed paper with a
hard lead penecil, interliced half way down and
marked “solid nonpareil.”

———tm—
Cause for Thankfalness.

Nurses in hospitals are rather apt to lay tos
much stress on the advantages received by the
patients and their duty of thankfalness, but
still it is the poor soldier who suffers the most
from always baving his causes to be grateful
flung in his teeth. Witness the tollowing true
story:

Chaplain—So poor Hopkins is dead. I shonld
bave liked toc speak to him once agaio, and
m;.hohm last moments; why didn't you call
me

Hospital Orderly—I didn't think you ought to
be disturbed for 'Opkins, sir, so I just soothed
him as best I could myself.

Chaplain—Whny, what did you say to him?

Orderly—‘"Opkies,” eez I, “syou're mortal
bad.”

“l am,” sez 'e.

“'Opkins,” sez I, “I don't think you'll get
better.”

. “No," rez'e.

“'Opkine.” sez 1, “you're going fast.”

"Yes,” sez ‘e

“'Opkins,” sez I, I don’t think you can 'ope
to go to 'eaven.”

“I don’t think I can,” sez ‘e.

““Well, then, 'Opkins,’ sez I, “yon’ll go to
ell”

*“I suppose s0,” sez ‘e,

*Opkine,” sez I, ‘‘you ought to be wery
grateful as there's a place perwided for you,
and that youo've got somewhere to go.” Andl
think €' 'eard, sir, and then ‘e died.

——
MAGNIFICENT HEROISM.

The Slow Martyrdom of Two Catholle Priest
with the Lepers,

The Tablet.

Father Conrardy, who recently went out from
Ameriea to join Father Damien in his work
among the lepers of Hawaii stationed in the is-
land of Molakai, gives a terrille accoust of his
::rroundnngn. He says, to quote from his let-

r:

‘“The portion of Molakai the lepers osccuny is
about three miles long and balf or three-guart-
ers of a mils wide: a perfect place of seclusion,
for if the poor lepers thought of escaping very
fow of them could do 20, #s very high ¢liffs sep-
arate us from the other part of the island—so
high that clouds most of the time cover their
tops. As for leprosy, I don't thick it can be
avoided if it is contagious by contact or by in-
Iulnt.iop. for any one who lives among them
comes in contact with them in a thousand ways.
I believe there is no more possibility of remain-
ing uncontaminated than for a man to live in s
fire without being burned. We have now some
eighty boys. Iam most of the time with them.
aud besidee live in the same house wilh Father
Damien, who, as yon know, is afflicted with the
disease. The disease has a pecuiiar smell, very
~% give,

the beginning the sight of noor Father
1 a, whoee ears, face, ueck and hands are
q.  Jad, was enough to take my lch*.ito away,
ana  was troubled with continual headachs,
but now I feel I am used to those little incoun-
veniences, Evervthing here is dove and han-
dled by lepers. Cattle are killed, meat cut and
distributed and bought by lepers, bread baked
by them, but eges are clean—yes, only the hens
eat rotten flosh thrown to them by lepers. Poor
Father Damien sometimes will speak to me in a
confidential way, approaching very near. Many
thinge that be and other lepers handle bave also
to be handled by me, but it see to me thar
the smell is more injurious than $he simple con-
tact. How to live in the midst of them and not
become one day a leper myself, [ don't see, I
leave that to Ged, happen what may.”

————
The Volapuk Fad Fading.

Interview in 8t. Louls Globs-Democrat.

The *fad,” or ‘‘craze,” or whatever you may
please to ecall iy, forstudy or investigation of
Volapuk, has almost died out in St. Lounis. A
year ago I had almost beurly ealls for any books
that had any bearing upon the subject of the
universal langusge. It did pot last long, how-
ever; and there is searcely a single call for a
work on Volapuk in a whole week. The sub-
ject, 1 suppose, is tqp intricate for the average
man. In fact, I have never heard of but two

le in St. Louis who know anytbhing about
olapuk, and they are Henry Flad, president of
the Board of Public Improvements, and one of
bis clerks. They write letters to each other
every day in Volapuk. Tbe book business is a
peculiar one, a sensitive one I mighteay. A
very small thing creates a boom for a book.
For instance, ever since the opening of the spee-
tacular show at Kensington Gardens this sum-
mer there has been a steady demand for Bel
wer's ‘‘Last Days of Pompeti.” The death of a
noted author ereates & heavy demand for his or
her works. The week Henry George came out
here to lecture I sold more than a theusand
copies of “Progress and Poverty.” Justnow the
demand, outside of fiction, is for pamphlets and
fresh matter on the subject of the tam ¥

Don’t Wait

Until your hair becomes dry, thin, and
gray before giving the attention needed
to preserve its beauty and vitality.
Keep on your toilet-table a bottle of
Ayer’s Hair Vigor—the only dressing
you require for the hair—and use a little,
daily, to preserve the patural coler and
prevent baldness, .

Thomas Munday, Sharon Grove, Ky.,
writes: “Several months ago my hair
commenced falling out, and in a few
weeks my head was almost bald. [
tried many remedies, but they did no
good. I finally bought a bottle of Ayer's
Hair Vigor, and, after using only a part
of the contents, my head was covered
with a heavy growth of hair. I recom-
mend your preparation as the best bair-
restorer in the world.”

*“My hair was faded and dry,” writes
Mabel C. Hardy, of Delavan, I1L; “but
after using a bottle of Ayer’s Hair Vigor
it became black and glossy."”

Ayer’s Hair Vigor,

Sold by Druggists and Perfuiuers.

Pimples and Blotches,

So disfiguring to the face, forelhead, and
neck, may be entirely removed by the
use of Ayer’s Sarsaparilla, the best and
safest Alterative and Blood-Parifier ever
discovered.

Dr. J. C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass.
Bold by Druggists; $1; six bottles for $5.

THE “LUDLOW” SHOE

Has obtained a reputation wherever introduced for
SCORRECT STYLE ™ “PERFECT FIT." “‘COM’
FORT AND DURABILITY.” They have no supe
riors in Hand Turns, Hand Welts, Goodﬂ'nr Welts
and Machine Sewed. Ladios, ask for the “"LUDLOW’
SHOE. 'I'ry them and you will buyno other.

C. Friedgen, 21 North Penn. St
Sole Agent for Indianspolis.
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